


Xrf. Why then he is alius* ) 

G/o. Nay ,he ; is dead ,and Haine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lieft.Quecnc Margaret fawc 

Thy bloudy faulchion fmoking in his bloud. 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was pi ouoked by her flaunderous tongue. 

Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltlefle ftioulderj. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudieminde. 

Which neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yea. 

La, Deleft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou mayelt be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gent!e,milde and vertuous, 

Glo. The fitter for the king of heaucn.that hath him. 

L*. Hf is in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me tliat holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that place then eat th. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell, 

Glo. Yes one place clfc.if you will heare me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. G/o. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

G/o. So will it Madame,till I lie with y ou. 

La. Ihopefo. 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleauc this kinds incountcr of our wits, • 

And fall fomevvhat into a flow'er methode •' 

Is not the caufcr of the timelcfte deaths, 

O f thefe Plantagenets,Hentie and Edward, 

As blamefullas the executioner; 

La. Thcu art the caufc,and rnoft accurft effeft. 

G/o. Your beautie was the caufe of that effeft,. 

Your beautie which did liaunt me in my fleepe, 

To vnderfake the deathol all the world. 

So I might reft one houre in your fweete bofome. 

La. If I thought that,! tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhculd rend that beautie from my chcekes. 


You fhouldnotblimilb themif I ftood by: 

As all the world is cheered by the fonne, 

SoI bythat,itismy day, my life. , , . , , , r 

La. Btacke night buerlhade thy day, and death thy life. 

G/o. Curfc not thy felfe faire creature, thou att both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

G/o. It is aquarrel! moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuengd on liim that loueth you. 

La. Itisa quarrclliuft and rcafonable, V 

To be repengd on hiifi that flew my husband, , 

G/o. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to hripe thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth notbreath vpon the earth. 

G/o. Go to, he Hues that loues you better then he could. 

L», Name him. G/o. Plantagenet. ;*• p 'l: ' 

La. Why that was he. 

G/o. The felfe fa me namejbut one of better nature. 

La. Whereishe? 

G/o. Hecre. S befpittethathim. 

Whydoeft thoufpitatme;. 

La. Would it were mortall poyfbn for thy fake. • ' i - 

G/o. Neucr came poyfon from fo fweete a place. 

La. Neucr hung poyfon on a fouler toade. 

Out of my fighr,'hou doeftinfeft my-cic?. 

G/o. Thine cies fweete Lady,bauc infe&ed mine. 

La. Wou d they were B ifilnkes to ftrike thee dead,. 

G/o, I would tliey were that 1 might die at once, • * 

For now they kill me w«H naming deatht 

Thofe ties of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 

Sliamedrheiralpeet withftore or cluldi fh drops: 

I neuer fued to friend aorenemie. 

My t&ngnecould neuer learncfweete’ Ibothing words: 

But now thy beautie is propofde my foe; 

My proude heart fries, and prompts my tongue to fpeakcj 
Teach not thy lips faeh fcome ,forthev were made 
For kifluigjLadyjnot for fuch contempt. 

If thy rcUengefull Heart cannot'forguie, 

Lohere I lend thee this lharpe'pointed fword. 
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